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” of genuine hysteria in her voice. Uinder- 


standable. ao 
“I can save you,” Ernest told her. 
“Only J can save you.” ™ 


And I shot her. Full load. 

The: bullets banged arid slapped her 
back against the wall,.the way Alan's 
bullets had slapped Palance back into 
those wooden barrels at the saloon. 

‘I was fast. Fast with a gun. 

Laurie flopped down, gouting red 
from many places. But it didn’t hurt. 
No pain for my sis. I'd seen to that. I'd 
saved: her. 

I left her there, angled against the 
wall (in blood), one arm bent under 
her, stating at me with round glassy 
dead eyes, the strap of her nightgown 
all slipped down, revealing the lovely 
creamed upper slope of her breasts. 

Had she.seen that in the cab near the 
gtocer’s, or had I, seen that? 

Was it Ernest who'd talked to Gary 
outside the U. S. Grant? 

It’s very difficult to keep it all cool 
and precise and logical. Which is vital. 
Because if everything isn’t cool and 
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precise and ‘logical, ‘nothing makes any 
sense. Not me. Not Laurie. Not Etnest. 
No part. Any sense. 

Not even Saturday’s shadow. 

Now . . . let’s see. Let’s see now. I'm 
not Laurie. Not anymore. Can't be. 
Sheé’s all dead. I guess | was always 
Ernest—but police work can eat at you 
like a shadow (Ha!) and people yell at 
you, and suddenly you want to fire your 
.38 Police Special at something. You 
need to do, this. It’s very vital. and 
important to discharge your weapon. 

And you can’t kill Saturday's 
shadow. Any fool knows that. 

So you kill your sister instead. 

To save her, 

But now, fight now, I’m not Ernest 
anymore either. I’m just me. Whoever 
or whatever's left inside after Laurie 
and Mama, and Ernest. have gone. 
That’s who I am: what's left. 

The residual me. _ 

Oh, there’s.one final thing I should 
tell you. 

Where I am now (Secret!) it can’t 
ever reach me. 





All the doors-are locked.- 

And the windows are*closed. With 
drawn curtains. 

To keep it out. 

You see, I took her away from it. 

It really wanted her. 

(Ha! Fooled it!) 

It hates me. It really Aates me. . 

But it can’t do anything. 

To get even, , 

For taking away Laurie. 

Not if I just 

stay 
and stay and stay 
here 


safe 


me (Mama) 
me (Laurie) 
me (Ernest) 
me! 





So near the elvin border-stream, 
Do you not wit the danger there 
Or . . . come to seek our songs in dream? 
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Our songs will twist pour dreams awry. 
Our nightshade, ivy, woodbine, briar 
Will wreathe their tendrils as you lie, 
Entwine you in their vines entire. 


Our musics are our own, unshared. 

9F you through vine-stems choase jo break, 
Song's memory ebbs, though pou are spared 
Or . . . sleep in elfsong, never wake, 
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